
' SavingMoney in theHome;
Little Tricks For Women
in Household Economics

W* By Elizabeth Lattimer.
ONB fact la certain.nobody

with a heart should «»'r
have to award price*.trcu

ble la, I'd like to give do*en» of
price* where I can only give one.
The letter* were unusually In¬

teresting and helpful Wa»hlngton
and Ita environ* are full of the wort
of women who make a *turdy and
successful nation. In these critical
day* they arc not only doing won¬

der* In economy, b)il are actually
adding to the family income, the
while they arc housewife, mother
and all-round helpmate to their
husband* These are the wive* one
never hear* about. These are the
women who never get Into the pub¬
lic print (except, perhaps. In Kllia-
beth l<attimer'a humble column).
And when the cynic* tell us that
American women are extravagant
and vain and helpless, I'm going to
point to the women who read my
column and enter the contest* for
my prices.

At the last moment I ve decided
to lake the second week's Ten Dol
Jar I'rlce and split Into live extia
Two Hollar Prises for letter* si»
attractive I could not dismiss them
from my mind This week's contest
(the letters whlcfi were due today,
may ^2) will therefore be extended
one more week, giving new con¬
testants another week, or until May
2*.i to try for another price.
The first price of |10 goes to a

woman who has solved lier prob¬
lem by raring for other women's
babies, the while she cares for her
own. I give this first place be¬
cause it is something aiv*- woman

can do, something a woman handi¬
capped with children can do and
something a woman can do without
a cent's worth of capital.
The largest number of letters

dealt with sewing at home, and
while this work is moat admirable
and lucrative. It is not every woman

who has either the special talent or

training for it. Still I decided to
* give the idea one of the smaller
prices and selected the letter which
bore the earliest postmark.
Many women who rent rooms also

itent in their ideas. This plan Uid
not win a price for the simple rea¬

son that not every one (especia'ly
families who have to rent their
homes), are blessed with "spare
rooms " Moreover this contest was

primarily intended for the house¬
wife and mother with young child¬
ren. since It is admittedly most dif¬
ficult for such a woman to earn an

independent income. Some letters
could not be considered becauuse
they offered plans which necessita¬
ted the woman leaving the home
and the rules of the contest express¬
ly stated that it must be money
earned in the home. Others which
told of many ways a woman could
earn money in the home were ob¬
viously not personal experiences,
and 1 preferred to give considera¬
tion to women who are actually
solving this problem in fact rather
than in theory.
The prize winners are:
JHIO Prlae Mrs. Morris, IM3 l.ln-

eoln road northeast.
Klrst K Prise.Mrs. Hacel H.

Dorhm, Brand>-wlnf, Md.
Second $2 Price.Mr*. Mnbel U-

Itedmlles. :IS03 Baker atreet, Mt.
Hnlnler, Md.
Third fi Price.Klolse Keen, MOT j

Massachusetts avenue northwest.
Fourth X- Price.Mrs. K. B. l«u-

senlieel, Mt. Home, Handle Height*.
II.

Fifth.Mrs. Mary Smith, 16-8
Thirteenth street northwest.
Contestants for the next $10

price now have until May .9 to
send in their letters. In every case

. where more than one person sends
in the same idea, precedence will be
given call other things being eriual)
to the letter bearing the earliest
postmark. Better hurry.first come,
first served, you know. In this lot,
for instance,"there were several let¬
ters on the home baking plan and
the prize goes for that Idea to
Klolse Keen because her letter
came In first.
The prize-winning letters follow:

Ten-Dollar
Prize Letter,
DEAR ELIZABETH I.ATTIMER:
As baby baa his bath about 9 o'clock

and in put into his crib for his nap on
rainy days or in the carriage on the porch
when tho weather permits, I am able to
«lo baby's wash and attend to my house¬
hold duties (small six-room house just
for thref.daddy, baby and myself. As
1 am near very good stores 1 do my
marketing while baby is still asleep and
have time to prepare my vegetables for
supper ;-.nd rat my own lunch, this takes
mo until 12 o'clock, when baby wakes to
bo fed. My afternoons were left open
for his amusement. As help Is scarce
and it la ao hard to get away from small
children I started coring for a few of the
neighbor children from 1 (fclock until
r. or t! o'clock for GO cents and It was no
time until every afternoon except Satur¬
day and Sunday 1 had about four little
ones to tare for along with my own lit¬
tle follow. Having u nice yard for them
to play in and also a play-room for bad
weather. 1 have a very pleasant Afternoon
and also $2. and It is very rare that I
do not add $10 to the weekly budget and
help with the H. C\ of U It Is 6:30 be¬
fore my husband returns from work and
I have ample time to have supper ready
for him. MRS. MORRI8.

1935 Lincoln road N. K.

Two-Dollar
Prize Letter.
DRAR KMZABBTH TjATTIMER :

Tteing a widow with four children (ar¬
rived at various degrees of helpfulness)

ADVERTISEMENT

JOYFOR GRAY
HAIRED PEOPLE

.Hl-nan" Hair « olor Restorer l«H|"
atea the » olor tilands. « au«lng
lorn tiragr or Faded Hair. Thla.
Brittle or Falling Hair «. Turn
Kvrnlr Hark nnd l.uatmu* Again.
Try It! No l»y*.Safe I* Vae a*

\\ aler

There lb no occasion for you to look
. td Willi gray. prematurely gray,
ntreaJ<ed with gray, white or Iron
gray, or faded hair. You can easily
and safely apply Q-Ban Hair Color
Restorer lo nil your hair and scalp
nt home. It is not a dye. but a harm¬
less preparation that Invigorates the
scalp and color gland* of nature Soon
you will be delighted to observe all
.our grav hah mnd entire head of
hair) turn to an even, beautiful dark
shade without even a trace of gray
showing, making entire head of hair
dark. soft, fluffy. This makes you
look younger. "Q-Ban does not
color the acalp. Is not, sticky or
greasy, will not ruh off. and Is not
0 dye Safe to handle as water Try
it. Stops dandruff and falling hair
jm.M b\ all drug store* or toilet
1 ounter*. Complete direction* for
home tieatmrnl of the hair and scalp
with each bollle OlMnnella l»rug
.-wr< . W aslnngton. I>. C. ¦

it was nnceacarf for m# to find .orn* way
to remain in iny homo tiid support them
whiio doing ao I therefore picket^ out
a tiny farm of thirty acre® on a yvery
popular road leading to all the beaches
There I put up a little rustic ft sad be
¦Ida the road and wr>fd good home-made
coffer, sandwiches. cakes, etc., to a hun
gry and appreciative public*. Thus by
almpiy enlarging my domestic plan I am
slowly but surely paying for my littla
home What better could a woman la
my situation havs done? I started with
a capital of $26 for provisions, after pay¬
ing my small deposit as a guarantee of
purchase MKH IIA/.KI. 14 B« >BH 11
Southern Msryland Htate road. I*. O.

addle#*. lirandywlne. Md

Two-Dollar
Prise Letter.
DKAH KI.IZAHKTH I.ATTIMER:
Your offer for s suggestion of making

money at home induced me to tell you
'low I make ?. few e&tr* dollars I have
or« little girl, nnd getting through my
work early have h few hours to spare.
A good »..*» nib r»-e* is hsrd to find snd
living in u neighborliood where there are
lots of children, one in slwsys In demand.
I wss no eipert on dreHSinaking. hut I
make my little girl s clothes, which were
admired by mothers in this community,
Who asked me if 1 would sew for I hem.
I decided to fry, and since February 1
I ha\«> realised and consider it a help
to t he family income

MKH MAHKL II KBI>MII.KH.
3*05 Its ker sl., Mt Hainier 1*. O.,
Maryland.

Two-Dollar
Prize Letter.
DKAR KIJZABETH I.ATTIMKR:
Of course If s woman has litersry or

artistic ability to any great degree with
a little go ahead-tiyenei** making money
at Jiome becomes fairly simple. Hut
most of us are mere mortal women with
mere mortal ability. One such woman,
a home-wife, the mother of several chil¬
dren. who felt the urgent necessity for
moiV money, gave herself the once-over,
trying to find something which she
could do at hbme to bring in a steady in¬
come. Finally she was In the "I'll give
It up" humor. The only thing she could
do well was cooking.ttien she conceived
the Idea of making bread twice a week
for the neighbors. She scattered the Idea
around and her neighbors quickly gath¬
ered It up. Several of them placed or¬
ders for bread and rolls. The bread was

good. The lit t U* home-bakery grew
The neighbors liked the opportunity for
having home-made bread without the
bother of making it. She figured the ex

penso of the bread nnd charged enough
more for It to pay her Mr h« r trouble.
Of course she has to devote a good half
of two days each week to her undertak¬
ing.but her idea ha- fullv repaid her for
her sacrifice. KLOISU KKKN.

1407 Mass. ave. N. W.

Two-Dollar
Prize Letter.
DKAll ELIZABETH LATTIMER:
Somehow, without ever Intending to

intrude in the world of fashion, I find the
articles I have been making for years,
right on the very crest of its wave.bead-
work of all kinds. During the long win¬
ter evenings it has been my delight to
spread those beautiful 'beads out and
weave them Into dress trimmings, neck¬
laces, girdles, watch fobs, hat bands and
purses. Without boasting I feel I can
do anything that can be done with beads,
l-ook around you, it is the exception to
find a woman or child without beads of
some sort on them. While most of the
work is slow and tedious, It pays-well
if well done. Yes, I have a family of
six to do for beside, and do It all. as T

»m the only maid. A husband and four
ons. llave not spent one cent in Ave
years for help of any kind. Did not
enter my w-.-rk in the "Save a Dollar"
OOntegt, because I have never considered
the wearing of bend work a necessity.

(Mrs.) K. K. MTUKNTIERU
Mt. Dome, Handle Highlands, D. C.

Two-Dollar
Prize Letter.
I>EAR ELIZABETH I.ATTIMER:
My baby is seven montha old. I have

to go out every day for the baby's health
and at the same time I am taking out
another baby of five years from a dif¬
ferent family. I .".m getting for that 115
per month. This helps greatly and
doesn't interfere at all with my house¬
keeping and care of my little baby.

MARY SMITH.
1629 13th st. N. W.

BOOKS
WOMAN TRIUMPHANT. By V. Bla»ro

Ibanez. New York: E. P. Duttun &
Co.
"Woman Triumphant." by the au¬

thor ot the "Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse," Is a translation from
tne Spanish title, "La Majc. Des-
nuda. It is a story morbid in parts,
and exceedingly frank fn others,
of an obsession for the nude on
the part of a great painter, the
result of an intense admiration for
a celebrated painting by Goya,
which hangs in the entrance to the
Prado Museum in Madrid.
The artist, Renovales, filled with

the worship of the Goya, and de¬
riving his ideal of female perfec¬
tion from that picture, came to hate
his wife while she lived, and for¬
sook her for the Countess Alberlca.
After the deatli of his -wife, Iteno-
vales experiences a change of
heart; the countess no longer holds
attraction for him, and he becomes
absorbed in an overwhelming pos¬
thumous love for the dead woman.
The theme Itself »s startlingly

original, but the great (nerit of the
book lies in the masterly develop¬
ment of the deep moral purposes of
the author. In his minute attention
to each detail of character exposi¬
tion, and his ability to make the
reader Instantly responsive thereto.
"Woman Triumphant" Is a better
story than the "l-'dur Horsemen,"
and far superior to "Mare Nos¬
trum.'.' The translation from the
Spanish, by Hayw&rd Koniston, is
exctllent. _/
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FRANKLIN
SYRUP

Delicious
cane

sugar
.

syrup '

The Franklin Sugar
Refining Company
"A Frr.nhlin Cane Sugar

for every u*«'' ^
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Dream With Open Eyes f0Ar £££. By NKLL/BRINKLEY
C«Nrl|tl, III' Ullrh " «i »«r»lc«, lu

(.

YOUTH says so often, "How can I keep my dream?" "Ho*' tan
I clutch the very edge of the cown of Success?" "How can I
get anywhere'" "Where is the first dim sign of the path that

leads to the broad highway where all those blessed ARR1VEDS are

Walking?" Small boys and smal! girls write, and one says to me (as
though I knew for sure.when all I know is how I found my way out
of the Woods of Doubt into the broad road where those splendid ones

are walking who "DO THINGS".and even yet I'm not walking
where I want to walk!) and one says to me, "I dream and draw.I
want to be somebody.and mother and father say, If you dream, you'll
never get anywhere.' Is it true?"

Not if you DRAW and dream. For dreams are real things. But
little would-be picture-maker, it's true if you dream' alone, without
the other D! Parents diagnose those strange agonies that Youth
suffers when the mind and heart are growing and the tendrils of
genius are reaching here and there blindly, in fearful and wondcrfql
ways. Sometimes wrongly. But when yours tell you not to dream
they mean."TOO MUCH." »

They mean, to dream with open eyes.not stupidly. They mean
.while you're in the woods where there isn't much light on the sub¬
ject of your success! Don't just plop yourself down -and quit doing
the thing that you can do.the very thing that you want to make
your success with; they mean, see all the rosy bubbles you like
floating by, but see them with bright open eyes, not sluggish ones, and
don't loaf.

For if you are of the real stuff that can make your dreams truths,
then the very floating of those cosy dreams befpre your hungry eyes
will so impassion you, will set yo\r fancy so afire, will lash you on in
such ardent fashion, that you will find it impossible to lie still.your
very fingers will curl to "do".your heart will be too big with the
hurrying blood.your brain too busy to bear the burden of a

quiet body.and you'll be up and on your road in a sort of splendid
madness of haste.

Dream.yes.for dreams are things.but dream with open eyos
.and make your Mother and Father a picture every single dav.

NELL BRINKLEY.

When Hearts Are Trumps
By Virginia Terhone Van de Water.

C'HAPTKK XV.
WillI..K the conversation be¬

tween her uunl and uncle
was going on, Barbara

Paige nat In her room and biiian
a letter to Robert.
She had no Intention of mail¬

ing her epistle until she had receiv¬
ed a letter from him.but it was a

relief to her feelings to put upon
paper gome of the thoughts that
filled her mind.
So she told him what a beauti¬

ful drive she had had this after¬
noon.how the while world looked
different to her because she was

thinking of him and of his love.
"I nc»rr knew what u change

love coilld make." she wrote. "I
feel as if I had Just begun to live.
Oh. Bob-.1 am so happy!"
Then she thrust the sheet of

paper into the drawer of her desk
to finish later. She was sure thut
after reading Robert's first letter
to her, she would have much to say
to him.
Extinguishing her light, she went

to the window and looked out into
the night.
The moon was high in the heav¬

ens.. The smell of the honeysuckle
covering the pillars of the veranda
below her was borne to her nos¬

trils.
Dropping on her kneea by the

window, she drew In long breaths
of the fragrant night air.
As it was Sunday evening, the

streets were comparatively quiet.
Occasionally an automobile passed,
making the stillness that followed
all the more Intense. The murmur

of the river was like a sothing
song. -

Only twenty-four hours ago
she and Robert had looked at this
same moon, had smelled this same

honeysuckle, had listened to the
song of the river
Gradually her body relaxed, her

head sank upon her folded arms,
and she fell asleep.
A light touch on her shoulder

aroused her. She raised her head
and looked drowsily about her.

Her Aunt Appear*.
"Why.why," she murmured,

gazing at her aunt, "I must have
been asleep. 1 was dreaming of
Mr. Brandon and Robert".
Then she stopped, aware that

Miss Cynthia was regarding her
disapprovingly.

"Barbara, you should not go to
sleep on the floor like this. If
you are so tired from your late
hours last night, you should go
to bed."

"Of course, I should." Barbara
.greed with a smile., getting up
and rubbing her eyes. "But my»
little nap has quite rested me. I
do not feel sleepy now."

"That's good," Miss Cynthia re¬
marked. 'Because I want to have
a talk with you. First, shut that
window. I feel the air too much."

"Mayn't I get you a shawl?"
Barbara suggested, a* her aunt rank
on a chair by the window. "It
Smells so good.the night, I mean."
"No -enough air comes in through

the side window," Miss Falge In¬
sisted. "Close this one."
As the girl obeyed she caught a

faint whiff of smoke from her
uncle's cigar. Evidently he was
still smoking on the veranda .
alone.

As if guessing her thought, Mis*
Cynthia spoke.

"X have Just had a long talk with
your uncle. It Is of this that I
wish to speak to you. Sit down."
Humbly Barbara .obeyed, tak¬

ing an upright chair by her desk.
But Miss Cylthia demurred.
"Come here, child, and sit on

this low stool by me- as you used
to do when you were little."
The speaker's tone had changed

and was softer than usual. Barbara
noticed with satisfaction.
Things were going ,to be pleas¬

ant, after all. In spite of the sink¬
ing of heart that her aunt's first
words had produced. Aunt Cynthia
was not going to be cold or to
And fault.but was going to be
very nice.
Barbara told herself that she

might have known that matters
were to be pleasant, for Aunt Cyn¬
thia had always done what she con¬
sidered best for her niece had
looked after her faithfully all these
7 eara. Of courM. aha vaa not tan- J

der anil sympathetic like Uncle Ar¬
thur. But she had meant well
And nobody in all the world <ould
be ax dear and understanding as
Uncle Arthur except Robert,

A l»ig SurprUr.
But what had Uncle Arthur been

Baying that must be told to her to¬

night?
"What Is It, Auntie?" she in¬

quired, taking the low seat as¬

signed her.
The moonlight was so clear that

she could see her aunt's features
distinctly. The spinster Bcrmed
paler than usual.
Before replying. .Miss Cynthia

her hand on her niece's shoulder.
"Barbara." she said, "I want you

to believe that your dear uncle
loves you very sincerely.and I
want you to remember all that he
has done for you."
"Why. Aunt Cynthia. I could not

forget it If I tried," the girl re¬

joined. "But why do you remind
me of this now? Have I'seemed to
forget it? l>oes Uncle Arthur think
I could ever forget what he has
done, and is all the while doing for
me.nor. for that matter.'Auntie,
what you have done for me either?"

"No, my dear, I do not think he
fancies you forget, even though
your youth and impetuosity make

you iipfm thoughtless at limes. But
what I have started to cay in that
hp arul I have Just liad a talk about
you. Mij wants mo to tell you for
him how he heartily approves of
the cholre* you are making
and how happy he is for you. You
could have chosen no man of whom
your dear uncle would have approv¬
ed more heartily than he does of
John Brandon."

To Hp Continued.

A Misunderstanding.
When a celebrated soprano began

to sing, little Jemmy became
greatly Interested in the gesticula¬
tions of the orchestra conductor.
"What's that man shaking his stick
at her for?" lie demanded Indig¬
nantly of his mother. "Sh-h!! He's
not shaking his stick at her." But
Jemmy was not to be convinced.
."Then what is she hollerin' for?"
lie asked.

A Good Mixer.
Mllverton had a reputation for

keen business principles, and when
be dispensed with oil lamps and
had a gas meter installed he cudgel¬
ed his brains to find a method of
manipulating the index on the me¬
ter. When the gas inspector called
at the end of the quarter and looked
at the meter he scratched li!s head.
"It's strange, mister!" he exclaimed.
"What is?" asked Mllverton. "Why,"
replied the man, "the gas company
owes you two-and-six!"

Hints For The
Household

Itlark silk may bo cleaned by
sponging the dirty parts with the
water in which potatoes have been
boiled.

Tartaric acid is most effective in
removing stains made by perman¬
ganate of potash; it also removes
fruit stains.

Starch the ironing board cover

and it will keep clean longer, the
clothes will slip over it more

easily, making it a real pleasure to
iron.

Always cook a roly-poly pudding
in a jam Jar instead of loose In a

cloth. This improves the flavor and
saves mess, waste, and labor.

To prevent eye strain when sew¬
ing, reading, etc.. It is a good plan
to spread a white cloth on the ta¬
ble. The reflected light is a great
help.

She Looked It.
Master Percy, on returning

from school, found his mother
seated talking to a very portly
lady. "Percy," said his mother,
"this is your great aunt." "Ves,"
said Percy, gazing at her. "She
looks it!"

Presidents and Pies
An Interesting Account of Washington Peo¬
ple of Yesterday and Today By the Wife

of the Well Known Diplomatist
By Mrs. Lars Anderson.

(. »ilanH Iraa laiatttr I
A**in»t all this turbulence «u

»et the candidacy of {'resident Taft
with hla quiet patienre, his hard
work, his able and conscientious
record, his deliberate speech, ind
thoughtful argument. It was logic
versus noise, but the brains weri
on the Tuft side and Roosevelt was

outgeneraled. In spite o( fW popu¬
lar clamor for T. It., tlik last re¬

ports we heard that night were
that Taft would be nominated with¬
out a doubt, and that, as a forlorn
hope. Roosevelt would start a new

party. People felt, with the split¬
ting of the Itepublican party. the
chances were that the l>cino< rats
would win in November. Bryan
and I'nderwood were talked of for
('resident, and Clark and Wilson;
but w ho could tell from day lo day
what might supervene?
The atmosphere of lawlemiess in

Ihe convention was quite beyond
one's comprehension unless one hap¬
pened to be there. The steam roller,
as they called It. did grab two dele¬
gates from California who by right
might have gone to Roosevelt, and
there seemed to be a question over

the State of Washington, but Ihe
others, as far as I could make out.
those that T. It. dubbed "liar" and
"thief" . Pennsylvania. Michigan,
and Texas were fairly entitled lo
their seals. Reverldge maintained,
however, that Indiana was not very
fair. Some friends from Michigan
said that their State was absolute¬
ly solid for Taft. and they could
not see how Roosevelt had the face
to bring II into the contest. The
contest certainly was close and ex¬

citing.and how the T. R. followers
did yell! At the same time groans
and toota in the audience made it
atnuaing. 1 shall always be glad
I was there.
Friday night great confusion

reigned in the Roosevelt camp and
so many rumors flew about that
one didn't know what to think or

say or do. His followers would not
bolt with Roosevelt, and so they
stayed in and were beaten. By this
time It was a sure thing for Taft.
and Saturday morning the decisive
word came that he hsd been re¬
nominated for the Presidency.
After Chicago I went to Wash¬

ington. Our house was closed, but
the earetgfcer opened the den. with
its little balcony bedroom, so I
stayed there for several days. The
first thing I did was to go to the
War Department to find General
Kd wards, who had Junt returned
from Belgium. After giving me all
the news from Brussels, he took me
to the President's office in "tha
White House wing. We 'were
ushered almost Immediately through
the corridors filled with people
waiting their turn, into the room
where the President sat talking to
some one. As soon as the man had
left I delivered a letter from L. and
we talked a few minutes, after
which Mr. Taft invited me to lunch¬
eon.
While In Washington I became for

the first time actively Interested In
politics. Miss Mabel Goardman
asked me to send out circulars,
hoping to get contributions from
women for the Republican cam¬
paign fund; I sent out thousands
before I got through, and dis¬
tributed I don't know how many
other campaign leaflets besides.
Next I was put upon the Advisory

Board of the Women's Republican
Committee and asked to organize
rallies and apeak in Massachusetts,
which I did.
During the campaign which fol¬

lowed his nomination, Mr. Taft
himself seemed indifferent to the

results, looking forward to election
ilny (¦ only a inau could who had
done liii work conscientiously and
well. 1^ ahowed no resentment over
tlie bitter ahafta of political war¬
fare that fell at bla feet, and he
told an Interviewer on one occasion
that aunimer, "The great dream of
my life ia to have my country lead
In the permanent establishment of
world peace (Oilf waa In 1912) and
* * * In an intelligent and blghl
minded citizenship." '

While the campaign progressed,
the sign* wer«.not favorable. As h

Springfield paper put It, "In the
matter of straightforward, frank
'dealing with the public, the Presi¬
dent stands conspicuous, and hi*
weakness in this connect ion, per¬
haps, lies In the failure to make a

strong dramatic appeal to the gen¬
eral public to support him in an
emergency."
Hope mingled with apprehension

as election day drew near. L. and I
were to sail the day after, so I bade
my mother good-by and took the
I rain for New York where I was .<>
Join my husband, who bad returned
lo America from Brussels for a few
weeks. We went to the Manhattan
Hotel to dine with Mr. Ililles, chair¬
man of the Republican t'ommltte.
Mrs. Taft came In soon after, with
her sister and several other rela¬
tives and friends of the President.
The election news engaged us far
more than the dinner, of course, for
the wires were busy and the re¬
turns Kept coining in during the
evening

All the news pointed one way.
Slate after State went to Mr. Wil¬
son. even those that for years had
been stanchly Republican. It was

impossible to shut our eyes to the
fact that the thing we had fondly
believed could not happen had
really come to pa.*s. Because of
the wretched split in the Republi¬
can party, we were confronted by
the prospect of a Democratic ail-
ministration It seemed incredible
that Roosevelt should have been re¬

sponsible for the defeat of the G. O.
I*. which had made him, and
brought about the election of a

minority President whose tenden¬
cies and policies were so different
from previous adrrSnistration*.
There were many who never for¬
gave him. It was sad news for all
of us, and we could not be a hilari¬
ous party, though we tried to jok<»
a little and keep the ball rollini?.
After dinner a few more people ar¬
rived and joined our little com¬

pany. The discussions that went on
about the political /situation
were certainly most illuminating.
Through It all the disheartening
returns kept pouring In, and several
times Mrs. Taft was called up by
the President.

Finally, Mrs. Taft and a few of
us ventured out into the street to
see what was going on there, the
wife of the President, with her
usual unassuming simplicity, pass
Ing through the throngs quite un
perceived. People were still toot¬
ing horns, but we were too late for
the crowds before the newspaper
boards. Mrs. Laughlin seemed to
think her sister needed cheering
up, so we went into a restaurant
and had some supper. It was long
past midnight when we got back t>
our rooms at the hotel, and ended
our evening; It had been bo exciting
in anticipation, and so disappalntlng
in reality. The impossible had hap¬
pened.the Democratic party had
swept the country, with thirty-flve
States to its credit. I

(Copyright, Houghton, Mifflin Co.)
(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)

Some folks you 'will love in a novel you 'will never forget
KINDRED of the DUST ®?.,?..b.kyne

Nan of the Sawdust Pile, the
Innocent Mother of a

Nameless Child

'^JAN never again would laugh
that joyous elfin laugh of

other days, and the sweet curves
of her mouth were drawn in pain.
Donald's sweet little playmate
was now the outcast of Port
Agnew, and beside her was the
little hadge of shame, demanding
the father he would never see.

"O for the rarity
of Christian charity'

AWAVE of self-pity surged
over Nan. and she gave her¬

self up to wild sobbing. In her
desolation she called aloud, pite-
ously, for that mother she had
hardly known.
Her first intimation that some¬

one had arrived to comfort her
came in the shape of a hand that
gently lifted her face from her
arms. "Oh, father, father!" she
cried softly.
She was held tight in his arms.
"Not your father, Nan," and it.
was Donald's voice that mur¬
mured in her ear.

"Poor dear," he told her, "you
were calling for your mother. You
wanted a breast to weep upon.
Well, mine is here for you."
"Oh, sweetheart, you mustn't!"

she cried. .

But he only kissed her hot cheek
andlaughed. Intheend she weakly
gave herself up to his caresses,
satisfying her heart-hunger for a
few blessed wonderful moments
before hardening herself to the
terrible task of impressing upon
him the hopelessness of it alL

"I can't give her up,
father! By God, I can't!"

TheLairdofTyee.WhoTried
to Master Fate as He

Swayed Men

"p\ONALD lay at the point of
death, crying for Nan. Mr.

Daney begged the old laird to
send for her.
The Laird raised his haggard

face. "I have left my son's honor
and his life in the hands of God
Almighty. I have made my bed
and I'll lie in it," he panted.

MY SON, you're dreaming of
the impossible. What a

pity it is that the girl is damaged
goods. She must not be wife to
son of mine."
The young laird of Tyee bowed

his head.
"I can't give her up, father," he

said. "By God, I can't."
A faint smile flitted across old

Hector's stern face. "Youth!
Youth! Italways thinks it knows!"
A faint note of passion had

crept into the Laird's tones. In
his desperation, he decided to
invoke his authority as the head
of his clan. "I forbid you!" he
cried firmly. "I charge you, by the
blood that's in you, not to bring
disgrace upon my house!"
For the space of ten seconds,

father and son looked into each
other's soul and therein each read
the other's answer. There could
be no surrender.
"You have bred a man, sir,

not a mollycoddle," said the young
laird quietly. "I think we under¬
stand each other." And so the
issue was joined.

Donald.Who Braved aWorld
of Biting Scorn for the

Lovely Outcast

DONALD was not so simple as

not to realize that between the
Sawdust Pile and The Dreamerie
there stretched a gulf as wide and
deep as th«? Bight of Tyee. For his
father had said: "There are two
things I could not stand up under.
your death and the v.to\j; kind of
daughter-in-law."
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The book of the year proves PeterKyne a master
of hia art, a writar whose pen drips with tha
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